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THE V. I am supplanted, and no mistake., by Monsieur

Tibaudier.
THE C. Do not mock : so far as they go, being only

of provincial manufacture., these verses are very

beautiful.
THE V. I mock. Madam ? Though I am his rival, I

think these verses are admirable.    I do not merely

call them two strophes, as you do, but two epigrams^

as good as anything in Martial.

THE C. Martial ? does he make verses ? I thought he
only made gloves.

M. T. It is not that Martial, Madam; it is an author
who lived thirty or forty years ago.

THE V. Monsieur Tibaudier has read well, as you see.
But come, Madam, let us see if my music and
my comedy, together with my ballet-dances, can
struggle successfully for your favour against the
two strophes and the note we have just seen.

THE C. My son the Count must be one of the party;
he arrived this morning from my chateau with his
tutor, whom I see here.

SCENE VI

MONSIEUR BOBINET, MONSIEUR TIBAUDIER, THE COUN-
TESS, THE VISCOUNT, JULIE, ANDREE, CRIQUET

THE C. So ho ! Monsieur Bobinet, Monsieur Bobinet,
come and show yourself to the world.

M. B. My best greetings to all this honourable com-
pany. What does Madame la comtesse d'Escar-
bagnas desire of her very humble servant Bobinet?

THE C. At what hour did you start from d'Escarbagnas,
Monsieur Bobinet, with my son the Count?

M. B. At a quarter to nine, Madam, as your orders
commanded me.